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The Music Box, Downliner, Villa Capri. My memories of the Downliner are hazy. I was 16 years 
old, but looked older, and had an ID. My earliest memory was that of rolling drums down the 
stairs, with Frank Alvarez (Choke). I recall seeing Hitler Youth, The Gear and The Replacements, 
both at Downliner and Music Box. The scene was small, but very electric, alive with energy. 
Being so fresh, I can remember just being happy to be there, amongst like-minded freaks. It 
seemed visceral/raw and honest. Being younger, I was a fly on the wall at first. I went to school 
with Frank, David Dryden, Sid Loudermilk. I also had family in midtown, so a place to crash. Park 
Hill had an early Punk contingent, and we all kind of went to shows together early on. Oh, and I 
could buy beer. 

Meeting Duncan Burnett was a milestone for me. Rock Therapy turned me on to so much more 
ACTUAL underground music. At that time, independent WAS exactly that. 

Honestly, the Replacements appealed to me because of their attitude onstage-swapping 
instruments, and getting pissed-drunk. In reality, every band I saw resonated, because they 
were doing it themselves. I DID see the Plasmatics, and of course Wendy-O was everything 
young-loud-and snotty. Loved her. 

When the VFW came into play, soo many more bands were availed. By that time, I was friends 
with Kurt Witt, and was pretty much living in midtown 

I neglected to name the Drunk Alcoholics as one of the first KC bands to be seen. My wife 
Patricia was the singer! So, my kids have punk PARENTS. 

I was turned onto Stooges and the Dead Boys, Suicide, Richard Hell, as a freshman in high 
school, so punk was what I needed. As you know, the early 80’s were hideous musically. To this 
day, Iggy and The Stooges ARE, and SHALL REMAIN, my biggest musical/cultural influence. 

My mind was completely blown when the Butthole Surfers played the VFW in 1983. A lot of us 
were under the influence of Electro-Gatorade. Gibby comes onto stage with day-glow 
clothespins in his dreads. The song "Cherub" begins, and as he grabs the mike, he violently 
shakes his head, sending the clothespins flying in every direction, day-glow streaks remaining in 
the air. I don't recall the next couple of songs because I was recuperating. The Halloween 
Buttholes/Frightwig was a standout. In 1984, Samhain, 7 Seconds, Battalion of Saints, Dead 
Kennedys (Jello's birthday show), Necros, and an avalanche of shows were seen at the VFW. I 
must admit that recall is somewhat difficult...Another bonus was the bar. The vet-old timers 
were always pretty accepting of the crowds upstairs. I recall small skirmishes, but I enjoyed 



chatting with them. I suppose I was always shocked the VFW scene was as small as it was. It 
was as if we had this secret, and kind of wanted it to stay as such. Slowly, crowds seemed to 
grow. Being all-ages, we were doomed to have it screwed up by liquor Nazis. 

For the most part, being on the streets in Midtown/Downtown was always mischief out of 
boredom! Davey Slab even wrote a song by that title. My grandfather had owned properties in 
Midtown since the early fifties. I attended schools in both Kansas and Missouri; one parent in 
Shawnee Mission, and another just north of the river. I have a huge extended family, so spent 
much of my time in Midtown. I played sports in school, wrestling and football. It was a good 
outlet for me, being angry and disillusioned. Hating the burbs, I would gravitate toward 
Midtown. I had places to crash, and by the end of high school, was living there. Pre-"tagging," 
we would spray paint, hang out smoke pot, drink beer, and cruise around looking for mischief. 
Downtown was kind of a dead zone, besides SOAKIES. Middle of the night clientele was a cross-
section of transgenders to pimps. Great people watching. Midtown was a lot "busier", with 
characters galore. Crack was rearing its ugly head, so there was an element of danger. About 
this time, the OD Ranch was happening. And that turned into a hangout of sorts.  

The Foolkiller was my favorite venue of all. 

By '83 the local "scene" was pretty strong. I recall a VFW show that included Drunk Alcoholics, 
Choke, Mortal Micronotz, Tunnel Dogs, Gear...and a couple more bands. It was great to know 
so many people playing music, and sharing fringe ideology...we were all FUCKED-UP. Together. I 
had just graduated from high school that summer, and went to Denver for 3 months. It was 
really odd for me at first, trying to adjust to a different scene. I came back to KC and the OD 
Ranch was happening. I remember hearing the Vandals being in town and screwing up the 
place. I was happy to be back, as the Denver scene back then was not as big or as friendly as KC. 
Rock Therapy record store was on Westport Road, and Dave Dryden, Jeff Craun, and Steve 
Brown had a house on Jefferson, in the heart of Westport. I moved in. By this time, I was good 
friends with Duncan, and would spend hours hanging out in the record store. One of Duncan's 
favorite things to do was to scare customers out of the store. We would be hanging out, 
listening to music, and a potential customer would come in. Duncan would say hello, turning 
down the music. Usually the customer, if not having been in Rock Therapy before, was 
somewhat intimidated, as the posters on the walls, and the music playing, were usually 
aggressive...and, uh...punk and disorderly. Duncan would often play the music he felt may scare 
the person out of the store - at VERY high volume. 

About this time, The Foolkiller was allowing all-age shows. The predominant local bands were 
The Orange Donuts, Slabs had just started up, Tunnel Dogs were about done, Tilt, EMF, and 
Diesel 99 were playing on occasion. Kurt Witt had been booking bands, and the Foolkiller was a 



perfect venue, smack in the middle of midtown. As it goes, this was a great time for KC punk. It 
was also a tipping point, as we would find... 

The Foolkiller Folk Theatre on the corner of 39th and Main turned into our home away from 
home. Through its history it had been a venue for earlier "counter culture" entertainers, 
meetings, and rallying rendezvous point. So, I believe Kurt had spoken with the gay and lesbian 
reps...I cannot recall names - someone, maybe Larry K., can validate, and it seemed only natural 
that we would be welcomed. The great thing about the Foolkiller was that it had rehearsal 
spaces on the second floor. The OD’s, Slabs, Veg-Ex and others... all had rehearsals upstairs.  

Early on, the shows would be small on the average. It seems that this changed, with the 
Minutemen. This show will remain one of the best shows I have ever seen. The main theatre 
was as full as I had ever seen it...and the trio on stage were damn near perfect. It just felt, at 
that moment, that it all made sense, and we had carved out a little chunk of history. That 
summer, '84, WAS the Foolkiller summer to remember. Keith and Eric were booking bands, and 
Kurt was still bringing a few. Sonic Youth, Black Flag, Samhain, Scratch Acid, DRI, Corrosion, 
GangGreen, RKL, Naked Raygun, No Trend... and SOOO many more. It seemed there was a 
show every 3 days. All the while, our local bands were opening, and getting better and better.  

Right about this era, the Grand Emporium started to have 'Alternative Mondays'. So, we would 
get shows over at the Grand Emporium. Problem was a lot of us were underage. I had a fake ID, 
but a lot of people were shut out. This brings to mind a show at the River Quay - EMF, The 
Gaurdrails from Lawrence, and another band I can't recall. This would have been 1984 as well, I 
think. Liquor control raids the joint. Myself, and 14 other un-rulies are loaded into one large 
KCMO police wagon. Being the smartass that I was, I had been cuffed for something I had said 
and was one of the last loaded on. Horrible ride to Linwood copshack.  

Gary Felkner, Jeff Craun, Steve Brown, and myself, had moved to a house at 42nd and Locust. 
Steve was there a short time, and Duncan soon moved in with us. Duncan, at this time, had 
sought to bring a handful as well. These shows were a bit different in that they were from Indy 
labels overseas and were getting paid substantially more than most other touring American 
bands. It was a hardship for him, usually losing money, but, we were able to see Nick Cave and 
the Bad Seeds, Einsturzende Neubauten, Chris and Cosey (From Throbbing Gristle), Crime And 
The City Solution, Foetus, Eugene Chadbourne. Having lived with Duncan at the time of some of 
these shows, I know it was very hard to pull off, and I will be forever grateful to him for making 
these happen. We all helped as we could, but it was a challenge.  

Around this time, EMF was winding down as a band, and I started playing the drums with David 
Olds on Bass, and Donnie Byrom on guitar. Ernie Locke lived up the street from us, and would 
come down to jam with his harmonica. Ernie would make it when he could, but Donny, Dave, 



and I would jam at our house on Locust. Donny called us: Moose Cholok (sp) and the Sin City 
Disciples. We ended up with a practice spot in the West Bottoms...Farm World. We shared this 
with the KC metal band BANSHEE! Weird times. So, Sin City Disciples were born. 

 


